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WELCOME BACK! 


This edition arrived badly 
wrapped, as usual, it 
arrived with postage due 
and seemed to be leaking 
some kind of power... 

It raise the concerns of our 
local postal authorities 
who suggested that we 
allow them to blow it up 
to be safe... 

Luckily, I saw what 
resembled one of Emil’s 
PO Drops and I kindly 
declined the offer to blow 
the package up... 

Had I not talked the postal 
authority down, then you 
wouldn't have the 
pleasure to have this new 
collection of Emil's 
consistent fascination with 
things China. 

Considering China's bad 
blood with all things Emil, 
it is beyond a strange 
topic, indeed! 

SEINE LAGONE 


Please Stay Tune... 


DATELINE: PLANT EARTH... 
At least it was once but, Iam 
starting to see my confidence 
regarding this to fail and Iam 
starting to feel the haunting 
twains of a joyous Maximilien 
Robespierre's laughter as the 
guillotines sing out their sad 
lament with a never failing, a 
final, a swift, a falling swoosh 
..ending most conversations... 
I assume, it was a true buzz kill 
on many a final plead deal for 
divine intervention ..."Chicago 
Style”...but, that always ended 
in a truly heartfelt rendition of 
“SHIT!” (most used word at death) 
Catchy? 

Confused? 

Or did you get it? 

I mean the undercurrent 
message of the madness that 
now clutches and carezzares 
each news cycle being shouted 
out from the barricades and 
rooftops...amassing PC hordes! 
All the while, The Don smiled. 


Please Stay Tune... 


Without a doubt, even Little 
Stevie Wonder... 


Even he would see that The 
Don masterfully plays these 
out of control, fading hipsters 
with all their chummy, “still-at- 
home-with-Mom” Democrats 
Candidates and their massed 
army of properly funded 
Political PC Correctionists, their 
numerous Ukrainian Tweeter 
Trolls and all of their “talking 
points” barking hounds in the 
corporate media...He is always 
three steps ahead of them and 
you know he sets around the 
WH each morning, saying 
“Darling...what should I say to 
get them upset about today?” 
He knows that they will be in 
meltdown mode and by 7AM, 
they will be howling like we 
only have 12 more years to 
live...regardless the issue... 


Please Stay Tune... 


Sorry! I didn’t mean to go on 
about this but, it like totally 
amazes me how they never 
figure this out...their hatred and 
loathing is what he so 
successfully utilizes against them 
and to be as smart as they claim 
to be; that they don't get it...not 
a clue...Uhh?? 

Amazing...Like so totally tubular! 
Anyway...even if you hate the 
dude...you have to respect that 
he is a master of media...why else 
would his TV show (the 
“Apprentice”) run for so many 
years In primetime? 

He understands message, market 
share and ratings... think better 
than most TV type executives 
and he is the Tiger Woods of the 
message compared to all these 
comical, Demo Candidates (all 20 
of them) dancing up on lunch 
counters...they don’t under the 
symbolism of the lunch counter 
to the Civil Rights Movement... 

If they did...they wouldn't! 


Please Stay Tune... 


What does any of this MAGA 
March Madness have to do with 
this edition? 

Nothing! 

Not really... 

I just happened to be watching 
MSNBC and Racheal was crying... 
Truly in tears and fighting back 
the emotion of the moment as 
the new USA Attorney General 
announced that The Don wasn't 
a Russian Owned Asset, nor was 
he a spy nor traitor... 

For two years...maybe, more... 
They promised their fateful that 
The Don was surely prison bound 
or at least that he would take 
advantage of the Congress’ offer 
on an early, buy out of his 
contract as America’s CEO. 

Now! None of it will happen...we 
are now discovering that people 
like dear, kind Rachael... won't 
say that she and her “Compadres 
of the Resistance” lied...lets just 
say, they mislead us for ratings 
and market share... Oh My! 


Distant strains of a lyrical ballad monger echoed out 
with a refrained repetition of the sentimental outbursts 
of yet another lamentable metamorphosis into the 
cabbalistic abyss of a bitterly unrelinquishable 
remembrances of the relished souvenirs of longueur 
martyrs and of longer termed values of the deviation to 
their reverenced love that had turned sourly wrong up 
upon the fleeting dreams endlessly pouring as if grains 
out from the cracked side of the hourglass, being 
strummed in-and-out of some long unknown chords 
with long suffering strokes that laid across the worn 
thinness of alternating six and three strings to form an 
omened chorus of the "Nigonthe Ordre" sung out from 
above the gallery's hidden loft into the mystical 
rhythmical pulsatile quivering’s of a three-quarter's- 
time stressed murmurings of the disharmony bore up 
from a laboured suffering that drifted up and then 
echoed back with a haunting follow of silence that 
passed throughout the cold mingling huddles of these 
faceless groups of walking dead Rangers scattered out- 
and-about in a lost singleton coupling of the silenced 
tears and filling hearts of bitterness and flushed angers 
hidden away behind the dead selenium-eyed stares of 
the isolated soldiers slipping away into the endless 
burning bleakness of their coming envelopment into the 
ephemeral hope-smothered darkness. 


They laid about in a massed helter-skelter formation of 
an arbitrary embrace of the clammy labyrinth of long 
mismatched lines of hidden weavings of heartened 
trenchant furrows that transmitted rickettsia fevers 
sunken deep into the jagged ulcerations of the blood- 
stained clays undergoing Winter's Monsoon inspired 
transformation into a primordial liquor cascade of 
frenzied churning desire to cleanse its open sores by 
expelling its present parasitoid's adherences into its 
drizzle-driven torrents of the gathering muds tormented 
beyond its geotectonic endurance. 

The autotomized hallucinations of ritual autocephalous 
in these autonomous faces prepared them for death's 
inquisition that would pronounce and pass its judgment 
for the autolysis execution of these kneeling atman-lost 
heretics awaiting their end. 

A low whipping scrubbing sweep of the gusting rush of 
the Monsoon's drizzled Simoom droppings descending 
downwards from out of the Frosty Northern Peaks with 
its cothurnus-loathed stinging of cotillion tortures from 
its abhorred swirling ice-frosted mist that ripped open 
the exposed faces of those unable to seek the modest 
warmth radiating out from under the heavy pine- 
scented shroud that lingered just over the outwards 
edges of the jagged tops that rose in ascend upwards 
from out of the deep recessed bowels hidden away in 


the floors, covered and coloured with deep excrement- 
leavened holes of execration. 

Down through this awaiting valley of floating thickness, 
they descended from their duty patrols into the 
envelopment into a thermo-inversion of their reality 
thoughts towards autistic disregards to the surrounding 
pyridine-heavy shroud of their nightmarish reality off 
inwards through the halls of lost hallucinations of 
gracing "Grand Guignol" daydreams drifting along in the 
scented macabre grandeur brewed up from the mystical 
magic of a Foresteer Hookah that willingly assisted in 
their final contemptuous descent crashing snort down 
into the nestled spouting’s of the narcotized Sargent 
standing amongst the rocky brimstone sulfurs, blending 
well with his narcissistically misquoting of Ogden Nash 
in hushed tonal scathes of "dementia praecox" scherzo 
delusions ripped away into tiny fragments as was his 
strained clothing that he handed out to them on their 
passing ascend back into the stinging swirls of the ice- 
frosted mist on their way to another patrol of the 
surrounding smoldering death lands. 

Gurgling up over the slowly consuming and smoldering 
spent carcasses remains of Jiang Jieshi's once highly 
prized command car that now rests precariously up 
upon the high-ridged prepuce fold of the ancient 
Precambrian-Age perching over the outwards view of 
the incunabular ... 


pages of this brazen, ill-advised movement of human 
bric-a-brac with the fermenting brevity of the General's 
scheme less plan to defend the bottomland pass, as if 
he was Briareus's "Hundred Hands’; the foaming frenzy 
of the gathering torrents of tormented geotectonic clay 
muds soared downwards into a waterfallic descend into 
the awaiting funnel formed by the labyrinth of 
arbitrarily torn-open scares and ravaging smothered out 
the exhausted lost souls too tired to raise a head above 
the swizzing and grabbing mass of descending rampant 
muck. The flash flood advance carried up its bloated 
carnage of gagged-faced death stares promenade down 
to the embracing fangs of the slippery blood-fouled 
mush of hidden pools of quicksand that filled the vast 
farrago hodgepodge of swampy bottomlands that 
orchestrated the savage score of high-stepping illusions 
of "femme fatale" leading wayward souls to 
"felonesdese" at Cuchulain's post. 

A silenced hush of farouche quiet ruled throughout this 
landed barricade, as each waited in murmured 
anticipation of death's early morning dreadful advance 
towards their own exposed escutcheons. 

The Matron Camp women sit and recite for Matura at 
midnight, for another good dawn to draw across their 
straw bed mats with the shadows of their dressing men. 
The settling frost-mist mingled freely and with willing 


with stinging sulfured smoke that arose out from the 
surrounding pine covered bottomlands, to make even 
the sharpest eyes search the "meta" a second anda 
third time. 

The grey crystalline blanket of frosty-mist settled down 
from the surrounding backdrop of cliff domes adding to 
the sheer isolation and bleakness of this world of 
ubiquitous shadows and numbing murmurs gripping 
with fears that tugged and pulled down each one in this 
lonely night harboring of mortally nervous defenders, 
who awaited the certainty of the morning's long blast of 
chagrined battle horns and the following hungered cries 
of a sea of blood-pitched screams of chortled choristers 
heralding the swift advance of instant death carried up 
upon the soft shuffle of footsteps muffled by the 
Autumn-turned leaves, withering into decay. 

Patrols moved in-and-out through the mist, as they 
tested and dared to find the limits of their own "meta", 
inching every further away from the clammy sanctuary 
that offered them safety and a suicidal sophism of one 
final act of sons’ determinism to hold, back the striking 
quivered pulsation of a mighty army of dhole-diabolic 
hunting packs on the blood-scent of a wounded and 
badly bungeed foe shuddering in the corner, with their 
backs rubbing away at the white-granite of the cliff 
domes and facing the swampy bottomland that extends 


back about fifty kilometers down towards those ancient 
antidivian shore that bustled with an endless hive of 
activity, that either crossed over giant portable bridges 
or was ferried across the Sempaya. 

Soft whispers of repeated challenges echoed as if ona 
single breathe, as one patrol comes back in and another 
prepares to venture out into the surrounding cratered 
death lands. 

The blank eyes of these faceless Rangers returning from 
briefed patrol covered over with the frosty droppings of 
this nightmare, that they alone had been forced to fight, 
as their promised relief and reinforcements were 
marching southwards in cadence with the swinging 
bridle of Zhou Enlai’s mission to bring about the 
collapse of the "New Order" and to return the country 
away from the away from the excesses of a power- 
greedy Chiang Kai-shek and his "enceinte" dreams of 
despotism. 

Each of them knew the bitter truth about their role as 
sputum scurrilously scuttled upon the desolate alter of 
birred biding for another fleeting moment of borrowed 
time to allow General Fu Zuoyi and his caballed 
intriguers to restore order to the whole of the country 
and then rally the nation and the army to the defense of 
the frontiers. 

This truth of carcinomatous forlorn hope was censured 
with a resolution to descend deeper into graphic cervix 
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hallucinations of Cerberus's capture of Cervantes 
outside of the awaiting Foresteer Hookah rather than, 
to revert into nervous stuttering’s and 
incomprehensible babblings of cere-cloth-cess about 
chaconne chafferers bargaining for honorable ending of 
better merit than the muffled slice across the underside 
of their necks. 

Drifting lazily about, just outside of the General's 
Command Bunker's protective layer of bagged wet clay- 
sands, a good humored 

The junkie death covered his cold shoulders with the 
still warm blanket covered with running wet stains of 
deeply coloured blood from the dying man's straw mat 
bedding. Stopping to stare towards the sounds of 
another fruitless patrol returning from the nether world 
of the General's overran Command post and he smiled 
widely as they stumbled up over the last roll of strung 
trip wires of claymore welcoming to all strangers that 
might be tempted by the shadowed glow of the camp. 
Looking closely at the passing faces blank of thought, 
the junkie death seemed pleased as to the sight of a 
worn and haggard Gorgie giving a hand to Zhang 
Zhizhong lumbering under the heavy load of a young 
and badly wounded Captain, who had commanded their 
protection patrol to Shensi to discover where the 
reinforcements were and why they had not joined the 
Rangers in the battle. 
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The Command Post and Shensi were deserted when 
they reached there late in the afternoon. 

Shensi had once been a beautiful old world city that 
reflected the personal favor of its Hang Designer and 
the desires of a Kuomintang’s fascination with avoniann 
winds, to bring a touch of moocher to this timeless 
valley lost in the surrounding foothills and jagged blue 
forest peaks that lined the distant borders of this 
Ruritanian river valley. 

Built along the high ground that overlooked the bend of 
the River and protected it from the Rainy Season's high 
flow of the sediment-rich river's sojourn down on to the 
antidivian mud flats that lead, finally to the sea; Shensi 
has served as the gateway to the country, to both the 
trader and the invader. 

The river was the first avenue for the transport of 
Southern goods and culture and then, finally, for 
political domination and subjugation of the Northern 
Peoples. Even fifty years ago, the river was the only 
reliable means of northwards travel from the Coastal 
Plains. It was up this river that a certain Major Kham 
and his engineer crew came to make a landing of their 
small flat-bottomed streamer along the bamboo 
cririkumcrankum shores of crocodile hollows that 
ascended upwards to the miniature plateau covered 
with dandelion teeth and a breathtaking view of the 
entire valley, in the clear... 


forest air. It is said that seeing this view, the Major broke 
down and cried over its great beauty, thinking that he 
had found the mystical lands of the Kuomintang Dream. 
Under the orders of the Kuomintang, Shensi became an 
Administration Center for the new territories and basic 
blueprint for all modern cities in the Region. 

Logically, it must have been the Major's military training 
that saw the importance of this site in commanding the 
affairs of the entire valley and serving as a natural 
gateway to the South. 

The importance of Shensi has been proven many times 
in the years that followed its founding by the Major. 
During the war, the Japanese and Germans put Shensi 
to proper use as their "top secret" Command Post, for 
they realized that whoever controlled the gateway, 
would control the Coastal Plains. 

In the years following the war, Shensi became a major 
center for both the military and the Government's 
administration of the Borderlands. 

It was finally, during the years of the Communist War, 
that Shensi played its virtual role as a staging area and 
secret listening post. 

From its massive Command post, built along the 
southern edge of town, massive raids of intrigue were 
launched into the high teak. 


Even after the war, these raids were to continue ona 
private basis and sponsorship. 

Shensi echoed of Carmeuse charms and importance 
down through its wide boulevards that hobbled out 
from its central clock tower park, lined with cafes and 
boule clubs for the bounty of boulevardiers and fancy 
women. 

Uniforms from most nations have seemed to have made 
their way to the sturdy wood bars and into the soft 
touch of smiling, swirling, giggling women with soft and 
warm inviting brown bodies and firm breasts. 

With the recent passing of years and the military needs 
for the Northern Opium Wars and the Southern War for 
the liberation of the followers of Islam, Shensi began to 
fall into general disarray, as one by one of the boule 
clubs were boarded and finally deserted into the tall 
grasses that overtook even the sturdies boulevard. 
Now again, for the past several years, Shensi has 
regained a lot of its former status as an Administrative 
Center for the growing Refugees streaming across the 
Sempaya truanted human waves of terror flight. 

With the Refugees, came all the problems of dealing 
with a homeless mass of people fleeing war and 
starvation. There was not much that could be done to 
comfort or feed them. 


Over the past several years, many thousands had 
crossed over the river in search of a new life, only to 
find that their laboured journey ends in one of the 
disease-riddled internment camps. 

The Government opened two main camps several miles 
to the east of Shensi that are under the sponsorship of 
several world charities and the newly formed U.N... 
With time, the evil angels of human nature came to the 
camps and sought to gain profit from the ill fortunes of 
some many of the helpless within the camp. 

Fear ruled the huts and the black-market gained new 
strength. 

Gangs of the bolder and stronger refugees robbed from 
the weak and the missionaries counted and inventoried 
souls on to quota sheets with violent verbal inveracities 
offers of intercession that inveighed all to become "one 
of the faithful" and reverse the curse of the present by 
signing the quota forms. 

And finally, came General Sun Chuanfang, the hero of 
the Northern Opium Wars and just returned with his 
Army Group from the Southern Campaign, was sent to 
bring order to the camps and to secure the Borderlands. 
It was late in the afternoon, as Gorgie and Zhang 
Zhizhong followed the patrol into the empty camp of 
the Kuomintang’s main post. 
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Throughout the camp only a small herd of aged buffalos 
wandered about the compound, scratching about and 
scrapping away at the remains of the garbage heaps in 
continual search for eatable grazing. 

Smoke arose from out of several of the main bunkers 
and complexes of charred towers that dangled and 
swayed with the remains of the Simoom. 

Everywhere in the post, the smoke hung motionlessly 
overhead in a gathering cloud of realized doom that 
reminded Gorgie of a giant headstone marking and 
foretoken his faith. 

Everything and everyone were gone, even the normally 
busy market stalls and food stands stood bare and 
deserted by all, except for a stray cat or dog and the 
chilling echoes of the wind whistling down vacant side 
streets. 

Inside the General's Command Bunker, the stripped 
walls and half-burnt telexes scattered about in the 
corners within the smoldering piles of official papers 
and files sooke in a mute testimony to the events of the 
last twenty-four hours and as to where the General and 
his Army Group where. 

Zhang Zhizhong browsed through the surviving papers 
to establish some clues about what had happened and 
more importantly about what was going to happen. 
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All of the messages carried the same grim news and 
vague reports about the growing breakdown of general 
authority within the whole of the country. 

The more that he read, the more worried he became 
about the pattern and to the whole scheme of the 
events as they were unfolding. It was becoming clear to 
him that the Kuomintang and General Sun Chuanfang 
had somehow correlated their bid for power with that 
of the Communist Invasion. 

The meaning of that revelation brought neither 
pleasure nor delight, for if he was correct, General Sun 
Chuanfang and the Kuomintang must have had some 
forward warning of the attack. 

"Why had they not reinforced the border?" 

Zhang Zhizhong pondered and then he realized "... 
They wanted to ruin the one man who could stand up 
against their power struggle... 

They gave him two impossible choices...one to save the 
country from the "New Order" or to stand and fight the 
invasion...either way the General would lose. 

If he marched south, they could say that he ran away 
from the battle field and maybe ruin his political 
credibility. If he had stood his ground and fought the 
Communist Invaders, they would have had time to 
consolidate their hold over the political structure and 
thus, pull the rug out from under his feet!" 
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The clearer the situation became in the back reaches of 
his mind, the more questions that arose in revenant 
review of reverberating queerness and needed trained 
appraisal. 

The puzzled Zhang Zhizhong sat down heavily in the old 
student's chair that he had pulled up to the table, as he 
read over and over again the third Telex message that 
he had pulled from the outer edges of the smoldering 
piles of papers. 

This Telex message made every one of his appraisals 
seem to fall into its proper order and perspective: 

“Last night, 10:00 P.M. (Local time)...The military radio 
announced the arrest of the General Staff and of all 
other major political leaders. 

Also, all political parties are to be outlawed, as of 
tomorrow morning, on the personal orders the 
Kuomintang, under the personal direction of General 
Sun Chuanfang's Security Force... (Finally) the 
Kuomintang will announce in the morning, the date of 
an official peace treaty with the Communists...based 
upon the date suggested by omen...” 

This turned out to be an utter fantasy and fake news to 
spread fear amongst the remaining supporters of the 
government and prompt them to flee the big, coastal 
cities and join the massing on the island of Formosa. 


Zhang Zhizhong did not share any of this information 
with Gorgie nor with the young Captain, as they 
reappeared in the doorway to report that the camp was 
bare of everything. Even so, Zhang Zhizhong could see in 
the eyes of the Captain that he had already come to 
much the same conclusion and was now nervous to 
return back to his command upon the frontline. 

The young Captain looked around the room with an 
empty stare and then softly addressed both Gorgie and 
Zhang Zhizhong in a broken but, well-mannered English 
that they need not return with his patrol. 

He would bring the bad news back to the General about 
the deserted camp. 

Then he added in a final word of advice, 

",. You might want...to head to the South... it might be 
safe?!" as he pointing out that maybe the Army Group 
had pulled South to swing around or set up a new 
defensive line. 

Zhang Zhizhong did not have the heart to tell the 
Captain that the Army Group was gone, at least for the 
derogation daring-do of the General and his forgotten 
Rangers. 

Although, he knew enough about these people and 
especially about the General to know that this young 
Captain was probably right about his advice, as to return 
back to face the General would most likely get them a 


meeting with the "Judgment Pit" or even a slower 
means of death at the able hands of the General, who 
will feel betrayed by them. 

But the answer was not that simple, he had to go 
back...he had to try and get his Su Lynn out of the battle 
zone and to Safety. Exactly how was still confused ideas 
and remembered training that he now seemed hard- 
pressed to recall in much detail. 

He knew that the problem would be greatly 
exacerbated by his strong emotions and that might cost 
them all whatever chance that they might have. 

Su Lynn was all that was important to him and his 
memories of her were relived one by one and over and 
over till he thought his mind would explode. 

"| must regain some control", he ordered from himself 
and after several deep breathes he shut out everything 
but the very present from his thoughts. 

He slowly looked up and continued on with the last of 
the recovered balls of crumple and creased messages 
that added little except a few moments of concentration 
to block away his troubling regressions into himself and 
away from his crucible. 

Gorgie stood by the open doorway and nervously 
considered the Captain's offer of advice, knowing what 
would be waiting upon their return to protection of the 
General. His memory recalled and reeled from the 


recalled terror of that "Judgment Pit" and the awaiting 
gleam of that Command Sargent in search of new 
victims to offer up to his demoned, licking flames. 

He so much hopes that somehow, maybe, that 
Command Sargent had himself fell victim to his flame. 
“That is ‘if’... That is ‘if’ we return or even, ‘if’ we can...", 
Gorgie thought in a half wish, half daydream muse that 
fell into an utter, stuttering nervous jabber that did not 
seem to reach above his subconscious thoughts. 
Somehow reaching down within himself, his decision 
was most likely the choice between life and death. 

He glanced to Zhang Zhizhong, who seemed still 
absorbed in reading the remaining papers; and quickly 
dismissed the idea of a try at escaping southwards and 
to that attractive "ignis fatuus" delusion of having a 
chance of survival, as being the most foolish thing that 
he could ever consider doing for himself. 

The realities of his situation forced him to make his 
decision; he disregarded his better sense and followed 
his heart and his sense of responsibility to Zhang 
Zhizhong, who he owed his life to. 

His thoughts were of Su Lynn and that first night of 
happiness they had shared, more and more she came to 
his mind as he tried to close his eyes. 


His decision was made and he had decided to return 
with Zhang Zhizhong to help Su Lynn in any way that he 
could, without the slightest hesitation within his heart 
nor now, in his mind either. He felt a calm that he had 
never before known and thought 

"Maybe, we are all just on borrowed time, anyhow...and 
we might as well try and help someone who needs us, 
before the hourglass recalls all of its loans and the Ferry 
Man waves us down to the banks to cross the river into 
the darkness...", 

and he knew that he had won his challenge with the 
junkie death - at least the first round, the first challenge. 
Zhang Zhizhong glanced up from his handful? 

Burnt messages and paused a moment to study Gorgie's 
eyes for a clue, lowering his voice, he asked him if he 
had made his choice about which way he would go. 
Before Gorgie could form an answer in reply, Zhang 
Zhizhong quickly added: 

"| can't promise you anything, your decision to go back 
and get Su Lynn...it's your decision and no one will call 
you a coward for wanting to stay alive! | won't ask you 
to help but, | would surely welcome it?" 

He then dropped his eyes and acted with the slightest 
note of embarrassment about expressing his feelings. 
Gorgie grinned widely and firmly said, 

"Let's get going...it's a long way back..." 


The young Captain assembled his now rested patrol and 
gave them a look of illation pride for is proud 
Kuomintang Crusaders now seemingly bound for the 
death as the haze glowed deep red over the now barren 
and dead land with the most interesting sunsets he 
could ever recall. 

Out from the distant jagged blue peaks came a roaring 
rush, an earthquake rattling of buildings and jarred 
rubble. The evening sky now alit into blazing blizzard of 
fiery phosphorous nightmare. 

Carefully the young Captain guided them back through 
the overrun defenses of past day fighting, out to the 
hastily erected defenses of the ragged remains of the 
General's proud Rangers. 

Lighting a soggy cigarette upon a borrowed match, the 
junkie death reached out of his dark shadows to hand it 
to the dizzily swaying Gorgie lost in the stumbled 
reaches of overtired weariness and said softly 

",. You may have won this first round...but you are weak 
and have much yet to learn about living... it was easy to 
throw away your life, as you have never really known 
what it is like to live and to love life...| shall still win in 
the end! Go home now, turn around and live...when will 
you learn, my weak friend?" 

Gorgie passed without even taking neither a notice of 
neither the gloved hand nor the masked smile or the 
challenging taunts of the passing junkie death. 


Half-way through the coarse textured, Gorgie stopped 
and looked backwards, as he took another deep puff on 
the heavily scented blend of stale tobacco mixed freely 
with the traces of poppies. 

There, mingling in and amongst the waiting soup lines, 
stood the blanketed figure of the junkie known as death 
and Georgie minced as death turned towards him and in 
a knowing wink of insider laughter or maybe out of 
sheer pity. 

Gorgie rubbed his blood tired eyes and looked again for 
the blanketed figure, only to see him quickly fade back 
into the crowded soup lines. Gorgie felt uneasy, he 
wanted to search out this stranger, that knew him 
better than he knew his own heart. Then, he stopped. 
He knew that his uneasiness was no longer childish 
fears but, indeed, his lack, the inability to comfort this 
dark stranger and return death’s mocking challenge. 
“Hey, how about a hand?!" 

Calling out to the out-of-breath Zhang Zhizhong laboring 
to carry the wounded Captain. 

Gorgie dismissed his strange coldness as merely being 
too tired and walked back to give Zhang Zhizhong a 
hand in hauling the wounded officer to the portable 
field hospital, that was overcrowded with the hopeless 
clinging to another final breathe, existing in the Nether 
Land between painful life and break, burning death. 


Stumbling backwards, while trying to keep upright in 
the slippery clay-sands, Gorgie could sense that the 
young Captain was already gone and that no manner of 
appeal would or should bring the spark of life back into 
the metal studded oozing from the swollen raw wounds 
that replaced so much of his young body that had fallen 
upon an exploding land mine to save his patrol and his 
brave Kuomintang Crusaders. 

"So brave...but, such a tragic waste..." 

Gorgie thought out loud to Zhang Zhizhong, who 
nodded in agreement, and they laid him upon a mat. 

A voice from the darkened corner whispered out to 
Zhang Zhizhong and he bent an ear to listen more 
closely. 

Words passed in hushed tones of deep concern and 
then Zhang Zhizhong turned to Gorgie and told him that 
Su Lynn's had been attacked by some kind of chemical 
attack and many of the people were dead. 

Gorgie's stomach hit rock bottom and he felt rather sick 
to ask Zhang Zhizhong to say anymore. 

He forced the words from his mouth, "Su Lynn? 

Was Su Lynn hurt?!" 

Zhang Zhizhong shook his head, "No", and then added 
"| don't think so...at least they said she was seen after 
the attack helping several old elders flee away from the 
village with the children following close behind... 
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They have fled into the teak and hopefully, | know 
where they might go...First thing after dawn, | know a 
secret way that should be safe, as long as the General 
holds out...Get some rest, the General wants to see us 
before we leave...something about getting message 
Out..." 

Gorgie looked up and asked, 

"Are the radios working again?" 

Zhang Zhizhong shook his head, "no", and continued, 
"They are still jamming all broadcasts...| think he knows 
that he has bought it this time...it's just a matter of time 
before they crush this camp and our General...the front 
line is...no telling of how far we are now behind their 
lines. It's for sure that they have Shensi and with that 
the hold the key to all the candy store...he knows 
that...he is no fool...he wants to have his say made 
public about the dishonor of the Army Group ...and 
their leaders...he spared us from his Command Sargent 
and the Judgment Pit to tell the world that he and his 
men carried on and gave their all...Get some rest! It’s 
late and dawn will come soon..." 

The crypto-thumping echoed out from the hungered, 
swirling strokes of the steel blades that chopped away 
into the frigid, hyperborean crystals that coloured the 
cryo-keen bleakness with its palinode polygenesis. 


From within its churning, clattered and clonus heart of 
metallic claque, a beaded beatification fulminated out 
in beats of descending waves of radiated heat that 
blended into the charring downdrafts of the creature's 
ignescented stalkings of the "ignis fatuus" scents of long 
awaited crimson breakfast delights. Blurry-eyed Rangers 
scurried about in a foofaraw folly of stumbled 
dithyrambic dives into the immersing embrace of 
flummery muds with a crashing flump, at the 
approaching warning thunder of the floating beasts. 
Flashing overhead with a gleaming glaze of encaustic 
fangs of fresh blood, the Kuomintang Riders of doom 
passed in rustling soste uto streaks through the obscure 
and nebulous blanket, as the bringers of the final 
Apocalypse. The time of the "Autodafe" approached 
upon the Soto voce of the dawn's whispered winds, 
expressing “Apres moi le deluge”. 

In the startling shockwave demise of his weary 
complacency, Gorgie awoke from out of his endemically 
nightmares long enough to shout out a long single tone 
string of surly, farouche curses at the booming, noxious 
noyade of his attempted slumber. 

Zhang Zhizhong, who had already awoke and had 
frugally snacked from the large bowl of sugared 
frumenty, looked up from the yellowed campaign maps 
and wondered about the above commotion of violent 


turbulence, as the lace-trimmed camisole of satiny 
camlet jumped up from his cantharides lap. 

In the corner's dim light the General sat lost in his 
flounced bundle of stale and soiled battle frowns, each 
seeming deeply etched into the broad expanse of his 
pale brown skin and lined by the stark protrusion of his 
abnormally exotropian eyes. 

The above careen rocking of the Banyan tree rafters 
barely reached the inner carcinomatosis, once 
fructiferous, mind of planned strategy and bold actions, 
as his spirit was stampeded by the endless frustration of 
his current situation that has collapsed about his 
exposed extremities with a conundrum humiliation of 
his falling descend into this frantically futilitarian 
struggle of unreasonable absurdity. 

His once abundant abulia now laid shattered about and 
under the broken messages and half-written notes 
reported plans for "Parthian shot" movements of the 
scattered remains of his fragile "particeps criminals” all 
begging for recall or action. 

The moment of decision slipped through his fingers and 
he felt the full bulk of his sixty-three years pressing 
down upon his broken spirit, as he finally allowed 
himself to consider the cold, empty reality to the 
coming truth and his inability to push it aside. 


The Kuomintang Riders drew pass with a sudden release 
of laboured downdrafts of rushed poisoned tugs upon 
the thrust-heavy after-burners upwards into a sweeping 
pivotal returns back down through the moray colors of 
the "muscae volitantes" fragments falling as burning, 
poisonous alkaloids condensed into wet and oily 
droplets upon the frangible hope of the forlorn bands of 
desperate mudras. 

Sweeping forward through the arced hallow of 
hallucinogenic flickers, caused by yellowish glow of 
phosphorus flares busted at treetop levels, the 
fragmentary rockets sought out the "etiolated étagéres' 
of the low-lying enceinte with the warping Shamash 
shambles of shashlik shards that is "Je ne sais quoi’. 

In the yellow phosphorus glow, the camp's cabaletta 
was played out in a surrealistic swooping, swinish swirl 
of Tydeus's demise in Tyburn's muddled and mangled 
carnage as death's hands reach up in Namaste 
greetings. Verdigris billows of thick greenish acetated 
smoke and orange pekoe flames rocketed skywards 
from out of the "Eniwetok-engulfed" engirdment of the 
outwards supply station that held the final reserves of 
the clanking and broken-tooth tigers of outdated armor 
that had escaped from savage mauling from the 
powerful and modern swiftness of Siberian hand-tooled 
demons carved from solid armor. 
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With armor and petrol supplies lost in a melted mass of 
jumbled ruin, the General had lost his only remaining 
means of innovative protection from a final kowtow 
submission, as the bottomlands inflamed and hived 
with hobbled hoods and havoc hand-to-hand 
devastation up towards the gridiron ramparts of the 
leaguer. 

In through lactiferous visions of Lucifer's Pit come to 
earth, that stretched out through the tearing spasms of 
the wedein vortex of the passing fragments of death's 
shreds, explosions soewed out spiculed spicates and 
sparteine clouds of spastic paralysis that climacterically 
clung to burning flesh. 

As the Dhole hounds of the night's Doppelganger sought 
out the tender skin of those convulsed by the 
sparteine's convulsions that drains the body of its fatty 
cephalic and ignites the brain's phosphorus. 

Through the billowed clouds of toxic sepsis, the sulfur- 
burning casings of bright red and orange tracers danced 
to their silent acciaccatura-chorded tune of foraging 
search for those who follies a move away from the 
seething agitation of the winged and mingled blanket of 
involuntary spasmodically death, or for those who 
sought to chance a glance downwards into the inflamed 
shadows of the tremor bottomlands from the upper lips 
of the segmented cavities and its ramparts. 


The mass of the camp shuddered and trembled in pangs 
of ulcerated, blood shivering shrills of a Faustian 
nightmare of agony and angina suffocation, as exploding 
couplings tore hunts away from the tattered pieces of 
charred flesh sailing about in the mingling soup of the 
swirling vortex and raining back to earth, downwind in a 
soaking blood-seething frosted mist. 

Zhang Zhizhong lunged himself down on to the 
laccolith-intruded floor in a swift search of Lachaise’s 
thread, drawing down the massive, collective bulk of 
the lackadaisical General just as the explosion rocked 
and swayed with the wild traversing waves traveling 
sideways throughout the Command Bunker with the 
surged rattling’s of a high Richter ride. 

Through the thick tar and petrol clouds of burning 
smoke that now billowed into the bunker, Zhang 
Zhizhong, still holding the General down by the collar 
bone, yelled out towards Gorgie and the General's aid 
to "Get down" Get down!!" Before a movement could 
be reflexed, a second explosion shuddered with a closer 
magnitude, followed in its closing ring of sequences 
sepsis by a third and then, a final uplifting of the bunker 
up into an ascending vacuum of strong suction into the 
passing vortex. Everything seemed, for an eternity, to be 
without gravity and the room swam about in its airless 
sea of scarlet glows and Sudra realities riding into its 
Sukkah crest. 


Only to be sucked down into madding whirlpool 
descend towards it seemingly bottomless abyss. Within 
those mere fraction of seconds, the Bunker began to 
openly disintegrate into an explosive disgorging of 
"disjecta membra". 

In a strange "lusus naturea" and an equally macabre 
lumbagoed lollop maundering, Gorgie mechanically 
reached out and accepted the awaiting hand of 
Mephistopheles, offered help for his price. 

Without the slightest hesitation nor doubt about his 
faced choices of impending suffocation in the splintered 
collapse or Mephistopheles’s offer of a solid age 
sanctuary away from the pouring torrents of soil and 
timbers raining down and imploding in flashing, slow 
motion murmurs from the vacuum's shrilling suction 
pull inwards, Gorgie quickly agreed to all of the 
“ignoratio elenchi" demands of his poltergeist illusion's 
“post hoc, ergo propter hoc" believes. 

Gorgie took hold of the old, bone white hand that 
wrenched him down under the sound, supporting safety 
of the heavy bamboo frame on which, he had soundly 
recalled his dreams of St. Vitus's Dance only mere 
seconds before. 
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Over in the rubble of the collapsing doorway, the 
General's Aid declined the smiling Mephistopheles’s 
kindness and now was half-buried under the full weight 
of a heavy teak timber that dissected him into lobes. 
Clinging to the thread of his quickly dispersing energy, 
the Aid whimpered for strained breathe up through his 
embedded esophagus, clouded by the endless oozing of 
the dark red droplets of salty blood out from the jagged 
tear with every forced exhale of strong-smelling mucus 
thrown up from out of his secluded lungs. 

Gorgie's emotional fears strained through the short 
intervals of his regained lucid sanity with a wide-eyed 
search around the shrouded Bunker floor for some sign 
of motion or murmured calls out for help, in the 
flickering dimness of the Bunker's single remaining light. 
His mind and ears still rang with shrilling kookaburra 
echoes of the suggestive cries from the passing vortex. 
There seemed to be no other sign of life in the Bunker, 
other than him and the nearly dead Aid, as he tried with 
all his remaining strength to rise up the half-shattered 
remains of the cracked and fibered bamboo beams off 
from his pounding heart. 

All around his sealed crypt, the pumping boom of 
exploding banshee warnings that Death's Banquet with 
Banquo's bannisters continued with renewed vigor and 
elaboration scared and shuddering in the cold-fingered 


embrace of terror shock, Gorgie filled with building 
panic at the slow movement of the heavy bamboo 
beams up off from his pained chest and the continual 
billows of carbonate-scented smoke that ebbed against 
his exposed toes with a stinging rubbing tingle. 
Mephistopheles revealed his growing "Apollyon Anger" 
with a deep apercu frown that wrinkled his 
disappointment to Gorgie's quick apophasis denial of his 
apodictic truths and dropped the heavy bamboo beams 
back down and across the prone body of a panicked 
Gorgie. Gorgie felt the dull thud of the painful pressure 
of the beams resting again on top of his flattened chest. 
Another pain that shooed and sparked his burning 
nerves into a nervous fluttering of his rapidly increasing 
heartbeat. 

Gorgie knew and feared the second pain that had struck 
him as the ebbing billows of the misty gases blanketed 
the floor of the Bunker. 

He felt a tight knot of fear coil through his intestines, as 
he admitted to himself that he had the beginning stage 
of Sevin suffocation and that he was running out of 
time. Sevin was extremely deadly toxic, but only for a 
short thirty minutes and then it broke down into a set of 
harmless chemical components that made it almost 
impossible to detect after any application - which made 
it a popular form of dirty warfare on both sides of the 
border. 


Gorgie knew that if he could only raise himself up out of 
any direct physical contact with the burning soup of 
mingling mists and he would be safe. 

Even if he had ten more minutes the toxics would have 
broken down enough for him the get off with only a 
slight skin rash. 

But then, there sat the solution to his precarious and his 
mind was cleared enough for him to realize the added 
importance to taking a pragmatic humoring of this odd 
old man and his demon fantasies. 

lt was not important as to whom this sulking man is but 
it is important to enlist the support and aid of him to 
remove the binding confines of the heavy bamboo 
beams. 

The old man, once again, introduced himself as a simple 
merchant who’s duty it was to be "Mene, mene, tekel, 
upharsin" and that he was sometimes call 
"Mephistopheles". Looking up in disadvantage and 
trying to hide his repugnant antipathy towards this fowl- 
smelling exasperator, who invested himself in scarlet 
and fancied himself as an excathedra and collector, his 
mustard added breathe and ask the old man what he 
required to lend a hand. 

The old man rubbed his white goatee and told him that 
he was not a greedy man and would only ask one simple 
favor from him, something that would be easily done. 


“No more! No more! Anything...I'll do it...you have my 
word..." 

as the ebbing fumes climbed up his leg, up toward and 
over his ankle with burning pain as the very sound of 
Gorgie's last words fell into the empty shadows with 
silent echoes, the heavy bamboo fell towards the sloped 
decline to the Bunker's rear sections and as Gorgie 
glanced towards the old man to offer his words of praise 
and thanks, he was gone, faded into the surrounding 
shadows. Across the length of the Bunker's floor the 
carbonated mist broke and settled down into a 
harmless, slippery molybdenum compounds. 

With new strength and regained spirit, he forced his 
movements carefully through the smoldering expanses 
of the collapsed walls and over towards the far corner, 
where Zhang Zhizhong had been. 

Moving up slowly over the fallen beams, Gorgie held his 
breathe and whispered out towards Zhang Zhizhong, 
truly fearing an answer either way. 

The flickers of the single light bulb cast the Bunker in a 
strange land of the disemboweled twined around the 
crushed skull and the outstretched hand reliquiaed as a 
stoned statue begging relume. 

And the voice whispered in his right ear, 

“Remember, a favors that you owe...| shall be back to 
collect or else the Ferry Man shall not wait..." 


On the high ground of splintered timbers and oozed, 
melted tundra soil and turbid pools of stained 
excrement, Gorgie discovered with great joy, a stirring 
Zhang Zhizhong and a breathless General. 

The General rose slowly, under the prodding of both 
Zhang Zhizhong and the firm uplifting grip and tug upon 
the General's collar. 

Dusted the drying mud off of their clothes and faces, 
Gorgie and Zhang Zhizhong could clearly see the ugly 
scare tore down across the entire right-side of pale face, 
as the General leaned up against a broken teak beam 
and felt along the jagged edges of his rough face. 
Gorgie proceeded to try and relate his profound profile 
of his encounter with the old man to Zhang Zhizhong, 
who listened with tapping fingers and a nervous shuffle 
of his feet anxious to get moving. 

On their second long wind, they picked their way 
through the ghastly array of pantomime of carnage rage 
and towards the point that had been the entrance. 

A swooping, sift cascade of thundered crashes heralded 
the final spasinatic collapse of the entire back part of 
the once large Bunker, with the smothering cover of the 
above weakened soil. 

Reaching up towards their path of deliverance, 
aggressively tearing and clawing their puddled way over 
towards their rhapsodically path towards the dimming 
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lights that shined out from the openings in the gates of 
life, through the thundering reverberations and rocking 
fissured crashes of their swiftly collapsing abyss into the 
swelling and churning fall backwards through the 
echoed and silent slurp of the downwards suction of the 
mighty whirlpool into the awaiting nebula-glow of the 
clammy Nether World and the odd song greeting from 
the lonely children of the Murray coloured mist. 

Their lips tasted the bitter taste of sour delirium and hot 
fevered tears that ran down into their frightened 
hallucinated nightmare and tremens of their betrayal by 
their beastie guides before the quickly locked and 
barricaded gates of their long sought and promised 
deliverance into the hallow safety of Nirvana, by the 
ancient Choragus, who whispered in Gorgie's right ear 
“Remember, a favors, that you owe...| shall be back to 
collect or else the gates will remain closed and the Ferry 
Man shall not wait..." 

Their cothurnus fate seemed clear as the approaching 
swells licked at the thick-soles of their feet and Gorgie 
became a "coureur de bois" of other's souls in 
desperate attempts to barter their way to the outer 
world and its safety of light and freedom. 
Mephistopheles stepped from enclosing shadows and 
challenged Gorgie prove his assumed, counterfeit ability 
to deal for the others waiting at the gates. 
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Gorgie looked down with a trembling shake of defeat, 
only to surge upwards with his pointed words of bitter- 
tasting logic, 

"Look, you need me or else you would not be so 
nervous to remind me of my owed debt. | do not 
pretend to speak nor do for the others...1 merely expect 
that they receive free passage through their troubled 
journey into the Outer World...or else, you lose me and 
you can ill afford such foolish folly...Now, old fool, let us 
pass!" Gorgie's words surprised him and did not seem 
to be his own. 

It was like he served as another's messenger in this 
strange mescal underworld of hallucinogenic realities 
and fussy demons that he alone could see. 

But a deeper voice of his inner metempsychosis told 
him to not fear his intervening and stand firm or death 
will come for certain to them all. 

Mephistopheles did not seem notice the battering 
discourse pounding in Gorgie's menarche shrill into 
open insanity and seemed lost himself in internal 
debate to the mafic stand of his bold retainer. 

His decision was swift and with raise Plowing skywards, 
up into untouchable Immelmann loop turns, the 
streaking Kuomintang Riders drew back in their smoking 
fangs and soared upwards through the gathering 
shadow of the billowing tombstone marker of toluene. 


The rushing downdraft of their metallic thunder faded into a 
rumbling echo of metallic whispers, as they approached the 
distant horizon. 

Down on the ground, the whole of the camp was being swept 
up into one final tremendously terror cry that heralded its 
laminated collapse down into the enveloping embrace of the 
hell-sent swirls of fire-breathe winds dancing upon the 
quivering thrusts of death's "Trompe L'oeil" outflowing vision 
from within the shattered holocaust of the engulfed ruins of 
the central camp. 

Down throughout the entire length of the long weavings of 
the blood-rich labyrinth of embrangled follies, the last fragile 
remains of the General's brave socage tenants gave out their 
final payment in death-thrusting heaves of mingling snickered 
struggles with the up surging tide of the soft-sole approach of 
their "requiescate" fate. 

Falling slowly back towards the fiery deluge of the consumed 
central camp, the General's men gasped the poison air and 
struggled for breathe in the charred cover of fleshless piles of 
acid-bleached bones. 

The dying strength rallied slowly under the stern guidance of 
the crazy-eyed Command Sargent, who directed his frenzied 
battle cry from within the emasculated embankments that 
embalmed the smoldering ruins of the still crowded field 
hospital. 

None of the defenders turned away, they all stood firm at 
their positions around the embankments, as the sickly- 
yellow... 


glow of the slow burning phosphorus flares highlighted 
the downwards descend of the metallic grasshoppers 
that hovered down through the billowing flames, to 
scavenge the death lands in search of a hungered feast 
upon any remaining delights. 

And the final last hope for a salubrious salvation fled 
from the defender's tattered spirits and broken dreams, 
as the sudden warmth from the stinging tracer bullet 
craved its way through the exploding chest of the 
Command Sargent and put an end to the madness of 
their struggle of sticks of wood and metal spirits. All 
that was left, was for them to seek out their 
executioners, alone, face to face in an almost spiritual 
pantomime of the kabuki's roundel struggle of rove over 
grasps for the exposed ring to the "justification by faith" 
down through the bloated river of slippery carnage 
cascading bodily into the defaming echoes of the 
surrounding silence that murmurs and pleads for 
deliverance. 

Up from the whiffs from the boiling and bubbling pools 
of poisonous stew brew of hallucinogenic swells raising 
up into steatolysisic protuberance and nature's own 
altering propylene of darkening hues of protégé, drifted 
the cancerous stench of jargon spouted in hypocritical 
phrases that flowed out from the Political Officer broad 
lips in a cascade of meaningless pomp and drawn out 
cantabile phraseology. 


Casting a long shadow over the barren wastelands, the 
tall and braided Commander of the Communist stood 
erect and patient to the long ramblings of his Political 
Officer with a slight nod from the Commander, the 
Political] Officer summed up his winded speech with a 
roaring cheer for the Motherland and the yawning 
honor guards rose the bright colours of the wildly 
flapping Communist Flag up into the high winds that 
blew and swirled in husky Maelstrom streams around 
the charred outline of the camp's flagpole. 

The assembled band struck up the shrilling cords of the 
Motherland's National Anthem, as the General smiled 
and gave out the medals and honors to the bold heroes 
that surrounded him in a half-circle. 

Throughout the rest of the shattered camp, the 
recorders were busy poking and shifting the drifting 
piles of steel-grey ash to note the silent death and 
damage reports that would be filed away in some office 
and reviewed for statistical averages. 

Bandoleer draped soldiers stumbled about the death 
field trying to recall the events of bravery and searching 
for some treasure of battlefield souvenirs. 

A tired swamp owl rested its head against the cool steel 
blade of the General's giant-bellied helicopter that 
shaded the General and his aids with a cool diversion 


from their saddened lament over the bitter taste of 
their "Barmecidal feast" of victory. 

The General fell back into the awaiting chair offered by 
a supporting aid and murmured an ancient curse under 
his breathe, as his recorders brought back the 
dishearten news that the enemy's Commander could 
not be located. 

Again, that bothersome General had somehow slipped 
through his fingers and again, this failure took away 
from the great military victory he had achieved here. 
While the gossamers watched from their floating 
cobwebs, the Kuomintang made a random grab bag 
grabble at the smeared and stained collection of 
awaiting souvenirs scattered across the smoldering 
scene of "Grand Guignol” with the graciso paws of 
Gotterdammerung Goslings”. 

Gravened and grim faced researchers sought out their 
dead, all through the late afternoon's grappled hail that 
blanketed the burning soil with a brittle cover of 
ominous and snowflake somber. 

Heaved up into waiting carts, the mutilated and 
myasthenia remains of the muted Rangers clung and 
lingered on laboured grasps and was silent to their 
awaiting destiny, they could only mutter a weakened cry 
as they were stacked into the straddle of the layers of 
young pine and old teak. 


As the deep pit was stacked to its limit, the wound- 
racked body of the gold toothed Command Sargent was 
raised up on to his metallic cross that stood in the 
center of the weighted stack of beating hearts and the 
bottom of the pit was filled with the spilling of several 
dozen drums of strong-smelling petrol. 

The heavy and torn lids of the Command Sargent’s eyes 
opened and gleamed as the surrounding torches were 
cast down into the flumed petrol. 

He was at last with his only friend that now danced 
upwards to lick at his smile of release. 

The flames swirled upwards into the low-hung clouds 
scented with a. gagging stench of charring flesh and the 
eruption of the Torquemada Tornado of endless 
torment and its tornillo agony". 

Down in their underworld of caterwauling catharsis, the 
chafed whisper of Zhang Zhizhong warned Gorgie and 
the resting General to not even move, as any sound 
might bring forth the curious-minded collectors that 
swarmed above their heads and that would mean 
certain death. Time stubbornly refused to slip down 
through the hourglass and seemed to hang motionless, 
as they sat and waited in the flickering light that sped 
out its burning beam out into the hollow shadows that 
surrounded them on all sides. 


The light's flickering highlighted the slow inching up of 
their newest danger 4, the rippled quicksand muds that 
filled up the floor. 

"Be patient” 

Zhang Zhizhong told them in an effort to swath them 
with his quickly mustered confidence that they could try 
and dig themselves out very soon, knowing that the 
Kuomintang would be anxious to leave the death field 
before the swooping down of the night bats that seek 
out their nightly Faunus prey for the hosting favas feasts 
in the early evening's twilight shadows. 

They would be hurried to return to the waiting 
pleasures of the again alive boule clubs that lined the 
wide boulevards in torch lighted celebration of the great 
victory. 

And a great victory it had been, for now, the 
Kuomintang controlled the direct path to the exposed 
Southern Plains and with the whole of the country 
disseminated by the gnawing disparaging dispatch into 
the disarray of the looming civil war, nothing stood in 
their way and they vision that they would be celebrating 
in the capital in a mere matter of fast passing days or a 
week at the very most. 

True to the letter of Zhang Zhizhong's prediction about 
the Kuomintang’s fear of the shadowed twilights and 
their desire to reap the dwindled delights that awaited 
them around the old teak bars of Nanking, they hurried 


to finish their search of the death field and paid no 
attention to the collapsed arch way that descended 
down to the hollow hokum catharsis of Zhang Zhizhong, 
Gorgie and the General. 

The engines jerked and clanked to life in the midst of 
the chorale shouts chortled laughter from the gathered 
host of researchers ready to return to the celebration. 
With the last cracking free of clutch and gears and the 
sputtering diesel transports a mere and distant echo, 
Zhang Zhizhong and Gorgie dug their way upwards 
through the collapsing rocks and sands, already moist 
from the approaching evening dew. 

The General sat quietly, lost in some bewildering 
pattern of calculation that pitted his duty against the 
driving force of his elixir of life, his honor. 

His reflection turned ghostly pale and his eyes withdrew 
back into the recesses of his protruding brow of 
solipsistic solitude, as he lifted up his inner shame up 
over his armored wall of pride and cast it down into his 
damaged reflections of his own worth. 

He was soiled and stained by his unforgivable sin of not 
following his men into their duty’s end. 

His heart broke with the pain that it took to admit that 
he was no longer a soldier; he was nothing, not 
anymore - except a man without honor. 


Yad | hie m ) 


by — LA 7 


| was sitting in our favorite pub — which | will fail to 
name as Seine and the rest of us regular patrons would 
prefer it to stay that way... am sure the pub owner 
would be extremely upset by my lack of a courteous 
promotion as he sees all of us as undesirables, sad-sack 
deplorables with no sense of decency to do right by him 
and that each of us processes too fat a bar tab — which, 
given our current economic resources, he may never 
see a profit... 

| was reading Facebook Messages for our web page and 
a couple of messages took me back... 

“This new story seems like it is a good story teaser but, 
DAM! | needed to get a dictionary to look up all of these 
phrases you peppered into the story...| looked some up 
and it was interesting but, it took a lot of work and 
thought that | normally don’t need to get your usual 
postings...” 

This was the general consensus on the story you just 
read (Il assume you read) and | like totally agree with all 
the kind readers who took the time to comment... 
See...this story was written back in the early 1980’s and 
in the days, | was attempting to become the next Max 
Kailua...based upon real events but, with a need to 
“save my skin” from some serious, bad people who 
didn’t want the story told, | hid it very well...none of 
them were ever the smarter that | exposed their mass 


genocide, murder and political corruption. 

Regrettably, | did such a good job, that nobody ever 
really figured out the trueness in the story or at least, if 
they did, | hope that they were smart enough to let it 
go, in order to live a happy, normal life. 

This version comes a little bit, somewhat more direct to 
a follow-able storyline...sadly, it is still not safe to come 
out with a normal Emil retelling of this evil 
event...mostly, because some of these same butchers, 
they are still amongst the living, seemingly, more 
powerful than ever... 

There are a few of the senior players that wrought this 
human tragedy...who have escaped humanity’s 
punishment...seems like, even God seems uneasy to call 
them to even a final judgement. 

They walk freely amongst us, boldly as the power 
brokers that they went on to be and more than a few, 
took to the cloth and now lecture us in early morning 
mass, they tell us about brotherhood, the need to 
respecting your fellow man and an somewhat eerie call 
for universal forgiveness...go figure! 

As time and decades of having history rewritten, mixing 
and matching with the ever changing social norms of 
each descending generation; the story may forever be 
lost and if recalled, it with be twisted, spin and dried to 
make a butcher, a murder, to make them a hero... 


Why don’t | let this go? 

Why don’t | just tell the whole storm without the added, 
mumbo-gumbo, all those stupid and pointless verbiage 
that only a Lit Major would appreciate...? 

There is no simple answer as | have spent all these years 
torn between what my grandmother taught me as a 
youth, “If you see evil and you fail to raise your voice in 
protest then, you are as guilty as those who did the 
deed!” with the need to, really, with a simple desire to 
stay alive...and like any old soldier, die at an extremely 
old age in a warm, soft bed with a young girl (a quarter 
of my age)... 

Many of you would say | am a coward, yet more will 
dismiss me as “Bull-Shit,” many of you will call me a 
washed up, old hack without the ability to write in 
proper English... 

Yet more will quickly and forcibly dismiss my well 
hidden tale as just another West Texas Tall Tales and will 
remind each of you, that the adage of any great, West 
Texas Tall Tale is that you don’t let the truth stand in the 
way of a good story... 

Right Beto? 

OH Well! 

Make up your own mind, see if you can decipher the 
story, embedded in the dictionary, munbo-gumbo...Let 
me know what you find... 
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She looked me in the eye, she 
didn’t stutter and in a new found 
sense of courage, she 
explained that in the most 
difficulties of the subject at 
hand, 

“it stands to common sense, to 
reason, that there are some 
lessons that must be learned in 
the open pursuit of the hidden, 
forgotten knowledge...” 


Who amongst us can read to us 
of our past? 


Who can tell us the story? 


Need | say... 


In a bold, straight face, as | am 
looking you directly in the eye, 
and yet, without the slightest 
hesitation... 

Take care, as here comes yet 
another in what seems like an 
endless string of self-promoting 
and shameless plugs from my 
other website... 

If | could pick your pocket... 

| would but, | would truly give a 
full 10% to "Save the Whales"... 
Campers... 

You are sooo...like correct, 
without even a challenge from 
me...| will not tap dance around 
you, | am unable to evade or | 
am unable to duck your 
charge... 

"Guilty your Honor...But, | ama 
rather sick man...toxic...yes that 
too! 

Did | mention, | am white of the 
pale persuasion, also..." 

| do have no shame! 


Emil West scar 
7mins-@-~ 


Check it out...had to drop some videos and lost 2 million views but, it was 
worth it not to be extorted by rouge, music copyright FAKE claimers... 

We are still at over 5 million views...even though it has been three years since 
the last video posted... 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED - 
-1973—2043CE 
FOR INFO CONTACT US @ 


fredgwest1999@yahoo:com 


http://www. outube. com/user fred, west1999 


OVER 5 MILLION VIEWS... 
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Emil West is in Singapore se 
imin-@-y 


NEW PHOTOS ADDED.. 


https:/Avww. flickr.com pn oLlosfemulinsingapore 


FLICKR.COM 
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<P Emil West is in Singapore ove 
- imin-Q- 

e https://www.facebook.com/profile. php ?id= 100009382663916 
Day Trip to Singapore... 


With my trust Nikon F4s in hand and with only a single roll of 36 
exposures...mostly due to to the utter cheapness of WWWG... 
Story should be labeled, "Cheap-ass Trip to Singapore..." 

They didn't even give me a “one day" bus token...... See more 


PIP TO SINGAPORE... DAY TRIP TO SINGAPORE... 
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Quietly awaiting in yet another cue 
for yet another final verdict, in 
always such a rush to judgement 
then, only to be cast into "Line #9" 
to await for yet another morning 
dawn to rush up over the towering 
peaks of the highlands and descend 
down upon us with its long knifes, of 
blinding light, slashing out wildly 
towards US. .. 


"You are a valued citizen but, all of 
our social workers are assisting 
other valuable citizens right 
now...please stay online...we are 
tracking your IP Address and civil 
authorities will soon arrive to further 
assist you... [hank you for being a 
good Socialist!" 


Emil West is in Singapore. 
Yesterday at 09:53 - 

Seriously now...Let me get this straight...you are from like 
what...the grammar police???? WTF! 
Please don't message me with all you grammar summaries 
about how | can't write in English...please... 
Campers!!! 
WARNING! They are back...Yes they are...it is those foul, 
lonely...all of those, | "stay-at-home-with-my-mom" grammar 
trolls...moles from the basement... 
You know the ones who did poorly in their high school creative 
writing class and have never been able to move on... 
SAD!!!! 
It is the collective, league of foul, Grammar NAZI trolls... 
Yes, my friends, they are back...Last seen riding back into town 
with their big, red Bic pens slashing wildly... 
Yes... may not write correctly nor properly in English but, | do 
make a living doing so...do you??? | thought not...really... 
Go back to your basement, command centre, write and publish 
something yourself... 
But, please make it something better than that lame D & D 
Novelette that you previously sent me to pass on to Seine... 
You know, the one that crosses over to Star trek Next 
Generation... 
And to be brutally honest...you know the one that was actually 
a Twilight Zone episode from 1964 that you ripped off the 
dialog from... Don't mess with the Twilight Zone, you grammar 
hacking troll! Lets see how well you do... 
Thanks for the comments...NOT!! 


Emil West is in Singapore. 
29 March at 14:38 - 


Have put my newest WW1 book that I told you 
that I had started, I put it on hold, as the 
memories ate, yet, they are so fresh and the 
nightmares have again returned... 

I am putting it away... 

At least for now and until I can afford another 
case of excellent Cuban Rum to wash away, erase 
that bitter taste of sweat mixed with blood 
dripping from that close call to my forehead...30 
seconds...90 some years and it is as I am there... 
If you have ever faced, lived for two years, had 
death as a bunk mate; you get it... 

To all you other new age slackers and your poser 
buddies, you won't get it...see...you guys missed 
one hell of a story... 

Anyway...as WWWG is always advising me, I 
should not give fuel to all those twitter trolls 
hanging out at Starbucks... 

Opps...I did it again! 

"Emil there is a guy who claims to a be a lawyer 
for Starbucks...there on line two..." 
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Day Trip Tours: WAT PO 

by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon Digital Services LLC | Mar 14, 2019 
Kindle Edition 

$290 kindleunlimited 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership 


Or $2.99 to buy 


Monday Afternoon in Seoul: An Emil Anthology... 

by Emil West and Seine Lagone | Sold by: Amazon Digital Services LLC | Mar 8, 2019 
Kindle Edition 

$900 kindleunlimited 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership 


Or $2.99 to buy 


THE EASTERN CRUSADE 

by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon Digital Services LLC | Feb 22, 2019 
Kindle Edition 

$900 kindleunlimited 

Free with Kindle Unlimited membership 


Or $2.99 to buy 


Come the REVOLUTION! Screens from India before the Mutiny... 

by Emil West, Emil West, et al. | Sold by: Amazon Digital Services LLC | Feb 16, 2019 
Kindle Edition 

$990  kincleuntimited 

Free with Kindle Unlimited membership 


Or $2.99 to buy 
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